POPULAR TALES

of putting words into your mouth, and keeping your friends
from the sight of you/

*The first of them who comes into this room,3 cried Mrs.
Crumpe, raising her feeble voice to the highest pitch she was
able, < the first who enters this room shall never see a shilling
of my money; and so on to the next, and the next, and the
next. I'll see none of you.7

No one ventured to enter. Their infinite solicitude to see
how poor Mrs. Crumpe found herself to-day suddenly vanished,
The two parties adjourned to the parlour and the drawing-room ;
and there was nothing in which they agreed, except in abusing
Patty. They called for pen, ink, and paper, and each wrote
what they wished to say. Their notes were carried up by
Patty herself; for Mrs. Martha would not run the risk of losing
her own legacy to oblige any of them, though she had been
bribed by all. With much difficulty, Mrs. Crumpe was
prevailed upon to look at the notes; at last she exclaimed,
1 Let them all come up ! all; this moment tell them, all I'

They were in the room instantly; all, except Saucy Sally:
Ensign Bloomington persuaded her it was for the best that she
should not appear. Patty was retiring, as soon as she had
shown them in; but her mistress called to her, and bade her
take a key, which she held in her hand, and unlock an escritoire
that was in the room. She did so.

< Give me that parcel, which is tied up with red tape and
sealed with three seals/ said Mrs. Crumpe.

All eyes were immediately fixed upon it, for it was her will.
She broke the seals deliberately, untied the red string,
opened the huge sheet of parchment, and without saying one
syllable tore it down the middle; then tore the pieces again,
and again, till they were so small that the writing could not be
read. The spectators looked upon one another in dismay.

*Ah ! you may all look as you please,' cried Mrs. Crumpe.
c I'm alive, and in my sound senses still; my money's my own ;
my property's my own ; I'll do what I please with it. You
were all handsomely provided for in this will; but you could
not wait for your legacies till I was under ground. No! you
must come hovering over me, like so many ravens. It is not
time yet! It is not time yet! The breath is not yet out of
my body; and when it is, you shall none of you be the better
for it, I promise you. My money's my own; my property's
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